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m | """HEY worked in a gray stone bee

aiwl all modern improvements. T1
resonant marble hall lying betw
lit booths, and the tall shafts of

I referred to in advertisements as
elevator service." She sat behiix

huge gilt sign which bawled of Someone';
in a little cage, beneath a dim light, his h
ing the bulb before mm Diaze rea ana au

up and down an iron tunnel, to the cl;
echoing burden of "Going up!.Twenti
down!.All out, Broadway!"
On the first morning he, lounging befo

novel, her raiment of gorgeous ease, her
lolling behind her counter, noted his sin;

portant pose and aggravating simper.
"Say," shot his glance, "ain't we swel
"My," hers returned, "but we're smart
Their affair advanced precipitately, as

was a rare case of mutual repulsion at
pons manner, superior sneer and avidii
dime sensationalism were all precious
gloated savagely over her gala fineries, a<

sant consumption of caramels and yell
He sneered at the business pretensions of
and who from very ennui received messaj
for the Western Union girl. On such
drawl:.
"Hullo, Caramels! Think you're busy,
"Ah, go on, Locals!" she would retort

to your cage."
This epithet was tipped with subtle 1

was to shoot unhampered up and down 111
ing on his cap the gilt legend "Express,
with an uncompromising "First stop t
creeping along at the beck of every scru
studied the mechanism of the elevators t(
once, when a cage stuck between floors, 1
cable reels in the basement and adjusted
he mastered the cause so thoroughly tl
of the elevators manifested a persistent
his services soon became regarded as inv
The term "Locals," scurrilously applie

tion; this he collected on the instalment
ingenious plagues. Once he snatched
Fatal Beauty; or, Wooed but Unwed,"
ously:.
" 'Back, sir!' cried Marguerite Dainco

height, lovely in angry pallor, 'Rememb*
nobleman, while I am but a tradesman's
"The Earl of Darnleigh gnashed his

'Proud beauty!' he hissed, 'you shall r

spurned the suit of Henry De Vere.'
"But she, silencing him with an impel

her raven lashes, swept haughtily from t]
locals stopped snort, for Uaramels, sn

opeued cross fire from "Felt Footed Fre
of '49."
" 'Mark that man!'
" 'I mark him.'
" 'Mark him well; that is Bullseye Bi

His life or mine!'
"It was fearful carnage. Blood flowed
"Seventeen of the gang were killed, the

wounded. Bullseye Bill lay riddled with
"Fred and his three chums fortunately
" 'Ha!' said the Boy Sleuth, pocketii

* 'Twas well done!' "

Locals stalked off, gritting his teeth. S
of him, that girl. And he clutched the le1
such lightning spurts and jouncy stops
caught their breaths, and thought on life
did he care! They were as so much fr

. knew was they were always in a great 1
ioujisn questions; aua ne curseQJJiein dail
I

*
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L"Such she was, Camels knew right
her tell the Westeru Uniou girl.which sli
though she had discovered a new contin

' the fact was as plain as the nose on he
saying a good deal.
The Perfect Lady was not very old, yet

she was.it might have been from her d
not so very beautiful, yet somehow you
might have been her expression; finally
yet whatever she did say seemed very
been, Locals decided, because she was wh
Lady. The Perfect Lady dressed in bla
look the part a bit, and presently it wa

telegrams she received through the Wes
the messages she sent at the public pa
when her mother died she had left hom

I depend on her stepfather, who was que
being queer with her! She had a way o
tirst sight that you'd known her always.

i her smile; and when she said "Please"
j "Good morning" you wanted to get up qui
her.it might have been her eyes.

"How It Fee
ftQr. feurdette Tells

Hou> 9* Kapvenecl
IaND so the Herald wants to know

"how it feels to turn from a humorist
into a preacher." Well, probably the
transition isn't so much of a shock as

.
one might think. It depends upon one's
idea of the humorist and the preacher.
I have read some lasting sermons by Tom
Hood and Charles Lamb and Oliver WendellHolmes, and I have seen Mr. Beecher'scongregation smile, to say the least.
I think Gough was a pretty good preacher,
but he has made me laugh many a time.
Speaking to a class of theological students,Mr. Beecher once said, replying to
the question "whether it was proper to
say anything in a sermon that would make
people laugh":.
"Never turn aside from a laugh any

more than you would from a cry. Go
ahead on your Master's business, and do it
well. And remember this, that every facultyin you was placed there by the dear
Lord God for His service. Never try to
raise a laugh for a laugh's sake, or to
make merry as a piece of sensationalism
when you are preaching on solemn things.
But if mirth comes up naturally do not
stifle it. If when you are arguing any
question tho thing comes upon you so that
von see the noint in a ludicrous liffht vnn

can sometimes flash it at your audience
and accomplish at a stroke what you were
seeking to do by a long train of argument,I and that is entirely allowable. In such a
case do not attempt to suppress laughter.
It is a part of the nature God gave us and
which we can use in His service. When
you are fighting the devil shoot him with
anything."
As a matter of fact, my sermons are

anything but humorous. I have far less
liberty in that direction than have other
preachers. If I told one funny story in the
pulpit it would be magnified into a score.
When I was pastor of the First PresbyterianChurch, in Pasadena, it was currentlyreported by some people who never
went to that church that any time you
went by the Presbyterian Church during
the hour of service you could hear the
people clapping their hands and roaring

1 with laughter at my jokes.
There wasn't a syllable of truth in it.

but such things have a sobering effect on
me. I don't dare to be so funny in the
pulpit as many of my ministerial brethren.
And this is a grievous disappointment to
some of my hearers.
My first pastorate was in the State of

New York, in the summer of 1885. I was
pastor of a Baptist church, at "Pond 13,"
In Warren county. I was camping in the
woods up in that country when I received
my "call." The people came to me and
said they had no pastor, would I preach
for them? I would and did. It surely
was a country pastorate.
I was camping on the farm of Mr. Bennettand he drove me to service, about four
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'Is to Turn fr
or five miles, I think, every Sunday. When
I returned to Philadelphia, in October,
they offered me most generous pay for my
poor services. I kept one big silver dollar
and gave back the rest of the money. I
had received from those warm hearted
people more than any money could measure.
J. nave been preaching ever since, a yearl

or two, in 1891-2, as assistant pastor of the
Lower Merion Baptist Church, Bryn
Mawr, Pa., during the pastorate of the
Rev. B. MacMackin, now of Philadelphia.
In 1888 that church licensed me to preach.
During my lecture seasons, which last

from October to May and carry me all over
the United States, I have always preached
every Sunday, so that my "one day pastorates"are scattered over this country
from Maine to Texas. You might have
heard me when I preached in Madison
Avenue Baptist Church, New York city,
some time in 1893, I think.
In fact, I don't see how you can have

missed hearing me some Sunday during
the last eighteen years. In March, 1898, I
accepted a call as supply for the First
Presbyterian Church of Pasadena, Cal.,
and pnnfimiod o r* ~ ~1

c*.o dv-ixiife pasiur. SXct LtJU
supply," the Presbyterians call it.for a
little over a year. In all that time I remaineda Baptist and they continued to be
Presbyterians. Nothing separated us but
the baptistry. And if ever I find sweeter,
more lovable people I will have to go to
heaven to look for them.
At the close of that pastorate I once

more resumed my lecture work, preached
once or twice a week from Dan to Beersheba.returned home and accepted the
call to the pastorate of the Temple BaptistChurch, of Los Angeles.
To return to your question, "How does it

feel to turn from humorist to preacher?"
Well, the transition has been so gradual.
extending over a period of eighteen years j
of preachine and writing and lecturing
that the shock isn't very apparent. Be*
sides, it has been up hill all the way.
I have seen it stated that I "wearied of s

the strenuous life of the lecture field and J
sought ease in the pastorate." Well, I j
have tried both. If I want an easy, lazy c
time I would continue to roam around
the country with half a dozen lectures, j
each one so old that it will say itself, after t
you get it started, and change my audienceevery day. 1
Intellectually, popular lecturing is the \

laziest occupation on earth, next after act- r
ing, of course. But to go into the pas- t
torate, to face two fresh sermons every
week, with all manner of unexpected addressescoming in to fill up the time, in >
this day of intellectual activity and alert- t
ness, when the congregation demands that ii
every sermon shall be the best, the man t
who seeks the pastorate for a vacation I
will find far more quiet and ease arV r

meditative restfulness in falling down f
stairs with a kitchen stove or dodging
automobiles on racing day. 1
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i she walked in eacii morning a wave (

;h that sombre, electric lit ha-if. Mike, tli
;r who ever grudged you a fwo-foot cracl
)eaming paternally down; the elevator me
schoolboys, and the starter suddenly forgt
ipervious sentinel. The bootblack becarr
but he was Italian and smiled all the tim
idy would step into Locals' cage, and t
triumphantly, whirl her aloft and stop ;

a gentleness not to be imagined even of
levator service. She had alyayg favorr
«*jes on nit ground floor by the ^Stroke <

lonted "Right!" before she arrivetl Loca
tinously.
norning the Real Thing came along. Local
his flappy trousers, square shoulders an

;arance; 'also by the long leathern tub
sticks which was slung over his shoulde:

id just arrived, rather hurried and Hushei
h a swinging stride and followed her int
i Locals' only passengers, and he, being
rved the frigidity of the atmosphere, an

lerved. profile as she disappeared at tb
sal Thing also alighted there, and Local
vard trip without signal, quite aware thn
ooling his heels down the hall for appeal

1 Thing often passed along Broadway, ei
erfect Lady came in from lunch; he bega
lying Someone's Chocolates and taking elf
lay what did he do but move up into eighi
the door "Estate of J. De Vine Vinton,
the estate business must be very pleasan
was to stand at the window, smoke cigai

om Humoris
Ctppreciafion from a

©rotter Kumoris
By Eli Perkins.
(Mel\ille D. Landon.)

POBERT J. BURDETTE preach
Why, he's been preaching all thes
years. He who truthfully portray
nature with voice- or pen or brush i

a preacher. The true humorist who (it
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scribes nature so close to life that you
augh or cry and who makes you embrace
-irtue and shun vice is the king of preachers.
God made laughter for the Christian

laved and tears for the sinner lost. Let
he Christian preacher laugh, while the
3uddhist preacher weeps and tears his
:lothes!
Humorists like Burdette, Eugene Field,

*iley and Will Carleton often get closer
o the truth than the orthodox preachers.
One day, when "Bob" Burdette was

icensed, but not ordained to preach, he
vas describing a dear old Methodist
>reacher who had been talking to the Sab>athschool children about patience.
"Children," said the venerable preacher,

'you must always be patient.never let
rour angry passion rise. Now, children,
>efore I experienced religion I used to be
mpatient. I used to get excited, lose my
emper and say naughty words. But since
've experienced religion nothing excites
ne.nothing! Now, children, you see that
ly on my nose," pointing with his finger.
'Before I experienced religion, children,
'd get angry at that fly. I'd say naughty
vords. But now nothing disturbs me.
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IMG THE PERFECT LftT>/ "

)f ettes, to pace the eighth floor hall and
ie into the cage at noon, returning on hei

Of course Caramels thought that tl
n lovely. Locals watched her gushing c

Union girl. He didn't doubt that she 1
ie with herself as heroine. Somehow t
e- scorned the suggestion.lie had come to
le and the Real Thing as belonging to ea

resist drawling across the hall:.
a "Hullo, Marguerite Daincourt!"
''j "H-H". Ft-1 (-Footed Prcd!" she, rettj

j., trusty barker."
"S'pose you think I ain't got one
"You! What fer?"

, "Whatcher think? To shooLHarlem
e

in Harlem.)
r> "Naw!" and her voice thrilled with
j mosquitoes."
a T )nrino" Pli ricfmno Porfonf

a Locals thought. After much consid
d water pitcher painted with forget-n
e "True Friendship," and smuggled it «
Is Christmas Eve. He found the door ajf
it tered Caramel's in the very act of layin
> feet Lady's desk. Both started, stare

confused. As they stole into the hal
3- Thing, ulstered and snowy, his arms o
n Caramels caught a passing elevator.
?- Thing:.
t- ".Tames, did you ever want to give a
" couldn't?"
t, Locals nodded.

"It feels," he pursued, reflectively

t to Preache
Watch me. I smile and say, 'Go aw

fly.p-l-e-a-s-e go away'.and.and.gc
blast it.it's a wasp!' "

t Burdette has a way of stating the tru
so accurately that he will put the Christi
in good humor. To illustrate this he or

gave me an account of how he started 1
first newspaper. Previous to going On t

e Hawkeye the humorist had established
s newspaper in Peoria. One day I ask
s him how his Peoria paper succeeded.

"Did you make much money?"
"Money?" repeated Burdette sad

"M-o-n-e-y! Did you ever start a new
;paper?"

"No, I believe not," I said.
"Well, you ought to try it. I did sta

one once. Yes, I started it. We called
the Peoria Review, and it was started

jfill a long felt want."

»
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[ "Did you have any partners?" I asked.
"Yes, Jerry Cochrane was my partne

There were many comforting things aboi
that paper. For instance, Jerry and
always knew on Monday that we wou
not have money enough to pay the han<
off on Saturday.and we never had. T1
hands knew it, too, so their nerves wei
never shocked by disappointment. We ra
along that way for a while, getting moi
deeply in debt all the time."
"How did your troubles end?" I asked.
"Well, one morning when things looks

very blue I entered the office and four
Jerry looking very solemn.
" 'Jerry,' said I, 'you need another par

ner.'
" 'Yes, we do need a new one. We nee

one bad!'
" 'A business man,' I said.
" 'Yes; one with executive ability.'
"A financier," I observed.
"Yes, 'Bob,' we want a man who ca

take hold of things and turn them int
money."
"Then I've got the man you want,'' sai

I, and I introduced Frank Hitchcock, th
Sheriff. "Jerry," said Frank, "is the ver

1903.

Manh/
,*

........i tunately I can't.ca:
your young lady wil

in Locals went down
Sseen a bill with a

snippy; she seemed
just lovely of him,"
"Say!" he demand
Caramels tilted hei

you think my eyes \
Locals was agrees

signs on the Real T
Once he even asket
puzzled him.
"Why don't he?"
"How!" retorted I

and meet her at the
'Excuse me'? Can'1
Iler eye silenced

sides Boy Sleuths,"
in real society."
Locals gasped. T

stood the Perfect I
817 in the other, 1
'"Just a minute, mis;

... '4 nounced:.1"Some on
The trJo entered t

^ shoulders and looked
drew on her gloves,
the gate.
Down, down, dov

bird; seven, six, fiv
sickening stop. "Sh

follow the Perfect Lady throwing back the g
heels at one o'clock. between the top of

le Real Thing was just l,eareflrerhim to the Western After half an hour
arooded over a romance, **n(! the inevitable
hough he would have stations and a hosp
regard the Perfect Lady «iues snorted, and tl
ch other.so he -couldn't the crowd wouldn'1

amid the din and
earth, and the Real

Ttetl. "Show us your fec*. Ladj'" She Wi

tecting.
"Some water, pies

And she did.in his
/r< . i i- i And that was thgoats/ (Caramels lived ,, ,,v autumn they walke<

... bigger, if possible, b
acid innuendo. Jersey jiie candy counter le

to Caramels, who 1

Lady looked rather sad, unconcerned.
eration he purchased a "James," said th
le-nots and emblazoned subsided, "how woi

ip to eight-seveDteen on Locals grinned,
ir, and entering encoun- "Can't promise y
g a package on the Per- "but we've an auto
d defiantly, then looked Locals blushed.
1 there stood the Real "And my wife ne<

verflowing with parcels. ."only married cou
Then said the Real Locals opened his

the counter and pen
Christmas present, but "You'll come?" d(

Lady urged, "Ah, f
Caramels, mixing

, "d.d mean. Lnfor- Locals' despairing fi

r.".ROBERT
ay man I've been thinking about." So we in>shstalled him at once.

"Was Hitchcock a good business man?"
ith I asked.
an "Oh, yes," said Burdette; "everything he
l(:e touched turned into money. He proved to
11S be all we anticipated, and he ran the paperhe with the greatest success, until he turned
^ that into money, too."
ed "What was the final result?"

"Well, when we wound un the concern

lv there was nothing left but two passes.
.gj one to Cincinnati and one to Burlington.

We divided them and went in different
directions."

irt The thousands of little stories that Buritdette will tell in the pulpit will be like the
to parable in the Bible. They were simple

bits of imagination, but they did illustrate
great truths.
Here is a little up-to-date parable that

Bob the humorist can tell that will throw
more sunlight into the hearts of mothers
and children than all the irony of Bob the
agnostic or the solid logic of Joseph Cook
the theologian:. *

"Mamma," cried little Abby, running intothe sitting room, "I want a little brass
bedstead like Jennie Day's. I hate pHe
furniture."
The mother went on with her mending

and did not speak.
"Say, mother, can I have one?"
"No, my dear child, you cannot."
"Why, mamma? Say why?" repeated

the child pettishly.
Still there was no answer.
"I know the reason; it is because we are

poor!" said the little girl, with a frown.
"I hate to be poor and not have pretty
things like Jennie. Why are we so poor,

_
mother? Say why."
"We are not poor, Abby," said the

mother.- "We have all the comforts of
at Iife-"
j "Then why"

Id "Wait a moment, Abby, and I will tell
3s you why," said the patient mother. "When
le Jesus, who has all power in heaven and
re earth, was cradled in a manger and in
m manhood had nowhere to lay His head,
-e why should you, my child, have that sunnylittle room with a soft bed, and all

those pretty little things about you?
;d Why? Say why, my dear child."
id Little Abby though a moment of the

manger of Christ's infancy and the homelessnessof His manhood; then she dropped
her head and blushed with shame.

d She went up to her own little room. The
Sun was shining through the white curtains,her pillow looked pure as snow and
the room itself seemed like one in a fairy
palace. She whispered to herself, "This

n isn't much like a manger. We are not as

,o; poor as our Saviour and His mother. Why
has God given me such a home and such

d kind parents to care for me? I will try to
ie be thankful and good, and not envy rich
y children any more."
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a't afford a whole present, but if you and
1 allow me to contribute"
eight floors at a jump; he had never before
double X on it. Caramels was not a bit
strangely touched by something. "It was
she murmured, "to do it in that way."
ed, "what do you know about them?"
r nose. "Locals," she retorted, acridly, "did
vasn't workin'?"
ibly surprised to find that she had no dolling;she gradually became less obnoxious.
1 her opinion ou a point which had long

she echoed. "That's just it.how can he?"
vocals. Can t he mail her a theatre ticket
show? Can't he run against her an' say,

; he?"
him. "If you'd read about something beshesaid, "you'd find those things ain't done

his fine point of etiquette eluded him* lie
lat the Heal Thing had lost his nerve, and
about it? Often thereafter they discussed
^ocals soon found that Caramels was far
he forgot to be, and thoroughly informed 011
: the affair. It appeared that the Perfect
as missing her terribly.
imels summoned Locals, with an ominous
idy had telegraphed that she would return
n't you think of something?" she appealed,
ght, bint each scheme exploded in a blaze of
ie pictured the Perfect Lady's reproachful

lie shot up and down his tunnel, wondering
u Felt-Footed Fred would have employed,
called from the top floor by the. news that
ili. He hurried to the basement, and soon
see. the passengers alight amid cheers. As
;d Caramels summoned him. Her eyes
ice blazed with sudden inspiration. She
t, then Locals returned to his post with a
the starter noticed that he acted queerly
when he encountered him hurrying uponhe challenged him.
splained Locals, "she ain't running smooth
into the refractory elevator, whirled aloft,
tory he transferred to his own cage, and
He had timed it well; at the eighth floor
iady, a suit case in one hand, the key of
ooking rather depressed, Locals thought.
3," he said, and, stepping across to 830, aneon the wire for you, sir."
he cage. The Real Thing threw back his
inside his hat; the Perfect Lady studiously
and Locals, catching a deep breath, clashed

en, swift and smooth as the swoop of a

e, four, three, and then.crash! a sudden,
ie's stuck," cried Locals, "that's all!" And,
rate, he wriggled through the narrow space
the cage and the third floor, and disap

the crowd downstairs went panic stricken.
Fool of the Occasion rang up three fire
ital. And the ambulance clanged, the entiepolicemen shouted, "Back there!" which
b do, as it was waiting for blood. And
excitement the elevator slid peacefully to
Thing stepped forth, supporting the Perislimp and white, and he large and proise,"

he said; "I think she's going to"
arms.
e last of them. But one afternoon that
1 in, she looking prettier than ever and h>
y a certain air of proud ownership. Across
aned Locals, whispering terribly in earnest
ivas making up a box of mixture, totally

e Real Thing, when congratulations had
ild a country estate hit you?"
ou an elevator," pursued the Real Thing,
mobile that.that sticks sometimes."

?ds a maid. But".he eyed Locals sternly
pies need apply."
mouth, then shut it; then he glanced across
spired suddenly.
Mnanded the Real Thing, and the Perfeo4
'lease!"
candies, unnoticed, raised her eyes ta

ice. She barely nodded.

J. BURDETTE
©a? of Snformafion.

|~\OBERT JONES BURDETTE, the hu- ,IJmorist, has ceased to administer his
l \ lectures to audiences in opera houses,

and has become a Baptist minister.
with a church at Los Angeles, Cal. He
was born in 1844 at Greensboro, Pa., on
July 30. He moved to Peoria, 111., where
he received his education in the public
schools.
Becoming weary of the civil war and

the life of a private in the Forty-seventh
Illinois "Volunteers, which was' not excitingenough for him, he started a news|paper at Peoria and became associate edi!tor of the Burlington Hawkeye in Iowa.
His "Hawkeyetems" enabled him to convincehis friends that he was a humorist,
and he went to the Brooklyn Eagle, and
ascended the lecture platform in 1876.
As a "Physician of the Merry Heart," by

which title he delighted to be known, he
dispensed his "good medicine" in answer
to three thousand calls. The effect of
his treatment was immediate. All the patientssurvived, declared themselves happilybenefited and many of them are still
living. All who could not come to hi^i
he visited at their homes, carrying his
cures and dispensing his "perscuptions"
frcm his saddle bags, like an old practitioner.
His favorite medicines for home use,

which, if properly absorbed, would instantlyrelieve the worst case of "blues" and
kindred ailments, were "Innach Garden,'
"The Rise and Fall of a Mustache," "Life
of William Penn," "Sons of Asaph" and
"Chimes from a Jester's Bells." His hnmo

is in Pasadena, Cal.

I3ir<l and flower.
A wild robin swings on ja wind tossed tree,
And calls to his mate near by.

While she answers him with a "tweettweet-tweet,"
She seems to be calling him "sweet-sweetsweet,"
While lonely indeed am I.
If I were a robin and called to thee,
High up in a wind tossed tree,

Wouldet thou answer me with a "twee
tweet-tweet,"

And seem to be calling me "sweet-sweet
sweet,"

Or still would I lonely be?

A sunflower opens her eyes of brown
And looks from her golden nest;

She watches the east for the rising sun,
And follows her god till his day is done,
Then mourns t'ord the vacant weet.

If I were the sun, thou the flower of brown
Wouldst thou from thy golden nest

Keep watch for my coming, dear, lon^
ingly,

Most lovingly turn thy face up to me,
And mourn when I sank to rest?

EDGAR M. DILLEY., «


